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He could feel Izzy's eyes on him. All the time. When they performed, when they wrote songs, in the tour bus.. 


even back home. 
He didn't know if he liked it. It sent shivers down his spine. 


They didn't fight often. Mostly it was Axl doing the fighting and Izzy walking away. 

This evening was different. They were drunk; there had been a lot of tension between them lately. Axl wanted 
to beat him up. Izzy had other plans. 

Their first kiss was almost brutal; violent and angry, full of we shouldnt, don’t touch me and go on 

Their first time having sex wasn't loving either. 


Izzy's dick shoved ball-deep up his ass, Axl swore all over and over again "m not gay." 


It was wild, it was painful, it was absolutely satisfying - for their bodies. When they were done, Izzy looked at 
Axl, kissed his hands, his nose, his lips, put his head on Axl's chest. But Axl couldn't let the touch get through 
to his heart. 

Maybe this was Izzy's revenge for all the years Axl managed to put his will through. Why else would Izzy be 
messing with his head so bad? 

That was the only logical reason Axl could think of. Axl always had a problem with seeing things in a way that 


wasn't his. 


‘lm not gay, lz. This isn’t going to work out." 


He could hear something inside of Izzy break. 


They didn't talk about it the next day. Both knew it wouldn't be a one-time thing. 


Soon it became some kind of ritual for them, ending a fight with a fuck. 
It just got them both in the perfect mood for this self-destructive act. 


They hurt each other. 
Izzy with his painful thrusts, Axl with scratching Izzy's back till he could feel his skin under his nails. 


‘lm not a fucking queer." 


Those were the only moments where they both reached some kind of peaceful state; when Axl hurt Izzy's 
body as much as he thought Izzy was trying to hurt his soul. 


It made them both feel empty afterwards, but none of them was able to stop. 


They turned their words into weapons. 


Axl was primitive. Picked on Izzy's lifestyle, his heroin addiction, complained about his look, about his songs, 


you're nothing Isbell Youre weak Nobody fucking needs you 

Izzy only needed two words 

"You do. 

Axl grew up with so much violence and pain and anger that sometimes he thought that this was all he could 


feel. All he could give. Or at least, it was all he could express. 
He didn't know how to handle other feelings. They weren't part of the plan, weren't something he was used to. 


Izzy made him feel other things than what he was used to. 
It was a mix of spite, frustration and desperation that made him try to hate Izzy. If he couldn't control it, he'd 
have to destroy it, even if it was his best friend. His insults became worse, his behavior more venomous, his 


fear for the unknown stronger. 


Oh, if we could see tomorrow.. 


They hadn't been talking to each other in a few weeks. 


Touring was always stressful, but this time it seemed to take them both a lot to go on with the show. 
It was Axl who tried to get close again first. 


They were sharing a hotel room; Izzy was sitting on his bed, back to Axl, writing something down. Maybe lyrics. 
Axl came to him silently, sat behind Izzy, put his arms around the guitarists shoulders. 


He didn't get a reaction 
It made his inside ache; his arms around Izzy tightened. 
"What are you doing?" Izzy's voice was cold. 


At first, Axl didn't know what to respond, but then he said earnestly: "Destroying you." 


At one point, they got lost in each other's ignorance. 


Their fights got more intense and exhausting, their nights more shameless and binding. 


They both knew they were about to destroy each other. 


Axl knew that things between them couldn't go on like that; he had to let go of Izzy if he wanted his friend to 
survive, but letting go had never been an option for him. Because if he let go, there was no chance for Ax/ to 


survive. 


To defend Axl - actually both of them, because Izzy was just as unwilling as him to let go - it had to be said 
that they were nothing more but kids; kids with too much power. 
They thought they'd know how to control each other, but they couldn't even control themselves, the pitiable. 


Izzy had always been so proud of Bill and Axl had always been so proud of Jeff, but Izzy wasn't Jeff and Axl 


wasn't Bill anymore. 


When Izzy showed him his newest song, Axl knew the end was near. 


Fourteen years that are gone forever. 


The end was closer than he'd thought. 


Can't be around these junkies anymore, he said. Need to get my head clean, he said. Im not made for thi lifestyle, 


man, he said. 

You make my heart ache, man, was what Axl wanted to hear. / need you. | can’t have you. | love you 
Axl screamed at him, this was our dream, Isbell. Our escape. You promised, Isbell Said youd never leave. 
| hate you 

Dont leave me. 

He saw Izzy walking away. 


Never again will | waste a second with thinking about you 
Axl thought of him every second for the coming months. 


Izzy's life went on. Axl's life went on. 


Time went by. 
When Gilby broke his hand, Axl was almost thankful. He could ask anyone; but he only wanted one. 
"Play with us. Only for a few shows." 


He didn't know what surprised him more, that he actually brought himself to calling Izzy, or that Izzy said yes. 


When they see each other again for the first time since Izzy left, Axl isn't sure if his heart is beating so fast 
that he can't feel it anymore or if it just completely stopped. 


Izzy's eyes are cold when he says: "Good to see you again, man." He doesn't smile. 


Axl is sure his heart stopped. Forever. 


He could hear it break. 


The hard and loveless thrusts of the man he believes to hate. 


The hand that's holding his face into the pillows. 
No eye-contact, no tenderness. 


That's how it works. 

There's no room for tenderness anymore. 

No room for anything but desperate clinging to each other and the wish to hurt the other one. 

Axl notices amused how Izzy tries to thrust into him harder, faster, trying to find anything that will take his 
guilt away from him. 

It's torture, it's punishment. Axl enjoys his hold on Izzy's mind. 

Suddenly, he can feel Izzy's finger on him start to shiver. His thrusts become less controlled and more 
intimate. 

Something's wrong. 

Axl closes his eyes. 

Although he knows he can't get away he tries to escape reality. He's sure that if he turns his head around 
and looks at Izzy, the little bit that's left between them would just break away. 


‘Cause the man who's fucking him loveless and meaningless on a cheap hotel bed cries. 


